
Thou haft redeemed thy loft opinion, 

And ftiewdc thou tnakcll fome tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

Pm. O God they did me too much imuric, 

T hat eutr faid,I harkened to your death: 

Ifit wcrefo.Imight hauc let alone 
The intuiting hand ot Douglas ouer you. 

Which would hauebecneasfpeedyinyour end. 

As all the poyfonous potions in the world 
Andfaude the trecherous labour of vour fonne. 

Km. Make vp to Clifton, lie to S.Nicholas Gawfey,£;wt Jf . 
Enter Hotjpur. 

Hot , If I miftakc not, thou art Harry Monmouth, 

Pm, Thou fpeakft,as if I would deny my name. 

My name is Harry Percy, 

Vrm. Why then 1 fee a very valiant rebcll of that name, 

1 am the Prince of Wales, and thinke not Percyi 
To fharc with me in glory anymore: 

Two ftars kcepenot their motion in oncfphere, 
Norcanonefcngland brooke a double raigne 
OfHarry Percy and the Prince of Wales, 

Hot. Now fhallitHarry,for the howre iscome. 

To end the one of vs ,and would to God 
Thy name in Arme$,werenow as great as mine. 

Pm. Ilcmake it greater, ere I part from thee 
And all the budding honours on thy creft, 
lie crop to make a garland for my head. 

H*r, lean no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight . Enter FtlUalfie. 

F al. Well faid H i l, to it FW.N.iy,yo u fliall find no boyej 
play here,I can tell you . 

Enter T> omsMt fie, fightethvithValfialjfe Jot fab • 
downe , as if he were deadjhe prince 
kfileth Percy. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft rob d me of my youth 
1 better brOokethelofle of Lrttle lite, 

Then thofe proud titles thou haft won of me. 


ffenry the fourth. 

They wound my thoughts, worfc then thy fword my flefh 
But thought’s the flaue of life, and life times foolc. 

And time that takes fur uay of all the world, 

Muft hauc a ftop.O,I could prophefie 
gut that the earth, and cold hand of death 
Lies onroy tonguesno Percy, thou art dull 

Andfoodfor 

Pri».For wormcs,braue Percy ,Fare thee well, great heart, 

Jll wcau’dambition,how much art thou fhrunkc? 

When that this body did containc a fpint 
A kingdome for it was too fmall abound. 

But now two paces of the vileft earth 

I, roome enoughrthis earth that beares the dead, 

Bcares notaliuefo ftoutaGcntleraan. 

Ifthouwertfcnfiblcof curtefie 
I Ihould not make fogreat a ihew ofzeale: 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face, 

Andeuen in thy behalfe,ilethankemyfelfe. 

For doing thefe faire rites of tcnderncs. 

Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to heauen, 

T hy ignomy fleepe with thee in the graue. 

But not remembred in thy k pitaph. 

H e/pittb Palftjlffeen the grouted. 

What, old acquainrance,couid not all this flefta 
Kecpe in a little lifc?poore iacke farewell, 

I could haue better fparde a better man, 

0,1 Ihouldhaueaheauy mifle of thee • 
lfl were much in bue with vanity. 

Death hath not ftrookc fo faire a Deere to day . 

Though many dearer,in this bloody fray * 

Imbowclde will I fee thee by and by 
Till then in bioud by noble Percy lie. 
r / r l „ F a t8dffe rifetb vp. 

al. Imbo weld?if thou imbowcl me today, ilc giueyou Ieaue 

n>ofow,zbiood,t»a S , 1Ilie 

terfejtjfoi he is but the counterfeit of a ma,who hath not 

K a the 


